so                  THE RING AND  THE BOOK

Solid enough while he lies quiet there,                 1815

But let him want the air and ply the wing,

Why, it breaks and bespatters him, what else ?

Cardinal, if the Pope had pardoned me,

And I walked out of prison through the crowd,

It would not be your arm I should dare press !    1820

Then, if I got safe to my place agair,

How sad and sapless were the years to come !

I go my old ways and find things grown grey;

You priests leer at me, old friends look askance,

The mob 's.in love, I '11 wager, to a man,             1825

With my poor young good beauteous murdered wife:

For hearts require instruction how to beat,

And eyes, on warrant of the story, wax

Wanton at portraiture in white and black

Of dead Pompilia gracing ballad-sheet,                1830

Which eyes, lived she unmurdered and unsung,

Would never turn though she paced street as bare

As the mad penitent ladies do in France.

My brothers quietly would edge me out

Of use and management of things called mine;    1835

Do I command ?   " You stretched command before!"

Show anger ?   " Anger little helped you once i"

Advise ?   " How managed you affairs of old ? "

My very mother, all the while they gird,

Turns eye up, gives confirmatory groan;              1840